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All the different layers of dark (thousand little suns) 
by Anuna 


Summary 


One month after the Winter Fete, Aleksander returns to the Little Palace, and Alina has been 
missing him. 


Or 


Episode five canon divergence in which Alina had never left Os Alta. 


Notes 


I have read so many wonderful stories taking a different path than the canon in episode 5, and 
I wanted to explore "what if Baghra never talked to her and she didn't leave - what if 
Aleksander had to leave and didn't return for a significant amount of time". And, i wanted to 
explore the intimacy and the connection between these two characters, which I think is 
beautiful. I hope I did them justice, and I hope you find this little piece of writing enjoyable. 


It’s been over a month since the Winter fete, which is the last time she has seen him. When 
she finally sees him again it’s not the soft image that she remembers - Aleksander bathed in 
golden light of the lamps, his lips raw from kissing her. What she sees is the General, a man 
who has spent a month on the front lines of the battle, waging a war against his enemies and 
the traitors among his own people. 


It shows on his face. 


He doesn’t expect to see her yet. It’s the hallway she has crossed so many times since he’s 
been gone, empty and quiet. Nobody told her he would be coming back today and the mutual 
surprise at the encounter is etched on his face. His eyes linger on her; her hair, her black 
kefta, her lips (just for a moment). He’s accompanied by lieutenants, soldiers, guards, Grisha 
- so many of them crowded around him. 


He slows his steps and only when she comes closer she can see - the tired look in his eyes 
and the shadows on his face, the way he looks at her, worried, tired, spent. 


“You're back,” she says and manages to smile. The hallway seems packed too tight and she 
can feel this tension coming off him, or it seems so at least. What she doesn’t say is that she 
had crossed this hallway, a path to his chambers too often, wondering where he was, what he 
was doing. 


What she doesn’t say is that she missed him. (She missed their conversations, their walks 
through the garden of Little Palace, the moments when he assured her that she is special, that 
she is the one who will change the course of this bloody war. The way his lips felt against 
hers, like they belonged right there.) 


The moment ends too soon. “I will see you later,” he says and walks away, followed by men 
in uniforms. Rationally, she knows this is important. She knows and understands how much 
hangs on his decisions, negotiations, planning and tactics. But watching him leave makes her 
chest ache. 


He doesn’t see her later. She doesn’t even catch sight of him throughout the entire day. Only 
in the evening does she catch the sight of all those men leaving, the sound of horse hooves 
disturbing the otherwise calm evening. 


Once again, she walks to the hallway leading to him - there’s a faint light to be seen 
underneath the war room door, warm and inviting. Something makes her linger, some 
amorphous tension in her chest, tied to the look on his face when she came across him this 
morning. 


He did not expect to see her. His eyes remained impassive and dark, without the familiar 
glimmer that accompanied their conversations. (His fears, his memories, his hopes.) He felt 
like the shadowy curtain of his summons then, personified and set in motion. 


Just as she decides to withdraw to her own chambers, not too far away, three maids pass her 
by. One of them mentions the bath for the General as they hurry. 


And that makes her pause. 


In retrospect, she is not known for great plans. Especially when they’re conjured in such 
haste. 


It’s getting late, darkness gathering outside, and she is hopeful nobody will discover what she 
is planning. She tugs her robe tight around herself and steps out of her room, her hair pinned 
into a tight and simple updo. The hallway is this time around nearly dark, but she knows it 
anyway. She knows the exact number of steps needed to reach him, the only light guiding her 
coming from underneath his door. 


She pushes it with determination, a feeling entirely too familiar. There he is, on his own, in a 
sparsely lit room that feels too big, too empty. He’s braced against the war table, the familiar 
sight of him in his evening robe, black as a night outside. 


Of course, he looks up. And he looks even more tired here, alone like this. Her chest tightens 
at the sight. 


“Alina,” he breathes. There’s something about the way his shoulders sag, the way he looks at 
the maps and rubs his eyes. The black of his robe seems to swallow him whole. She comes 
closer and notes the little changes she did not catch at first - his hair that’s slightly longer, the 
shallowness of his cheeks, indicating that he hadn’t eaten well during his time away. Overall 
exhaustion hanging over him. 


“T hoped to talk to you,” she says simply. He looks down, as if he had failed her somehow. 
“T am sorry. It’s --” 

“Do not apologize,” she says. “I understand.” 

He nods. 


“It’s been long,” he says, turning back to the table, the map, the tiny figures of soldiers. Lines 
drawn like scars on the land, its bleeding invisible. “And not as successful as I would have 
liked.” 


She nears him to look at what he’s looking. She knows maps and she knows this, as she 
traces the formations and positions and deduces tactics hidden behind the figures. She 
recognizes how his forces - their forces - are stretched too thin. How there’s so little room to 
make some significant change. Aleksander is looming above all like some powerless, useless 
deity. It’s not how she knows him, but somehow this is him too. She had seen glimpses of 
this man in this very room - tried, worried, lonely; exhausted from this war. 


She bites her lip and closes her eyes before she speaks. 


“T have missed you.” 


That does it. He seemingly wakes up. He looks at her and exhaustion is exchanged for 
something else in his eyes. Something darker and enticing. 


Hunger. 


It echoes low in her belly, in her entire body as she remembers what they were about to do on 
this very table just before he rode out and into the war. 


It's time to take him someplace better. 


With that thought she nears him, enough to see the fine lines around his eyes, enough for his 
gaze to drop to her lips. She pretends to ignore it. 


“Shouldn’t you be taking a bath?” she asks. 


It takes him slightly off balance, the change of perceived direction. He watches her as she 
touches the sleeve of his robe, letting her fingers trail down the silk, until her skin meets his. 
She looks at him. His bedroom door is open, a single light is lit. She can see the edge of the 
bathtub from where she stands. 


“Are you going to let it go cold?” she asks. Her look is an invitation as she walks past and 
towards his room, his tub, his bed, aware of what she’s offering to him. 


She doesn’t hear him, she fee/s him following her. The tub awaits, big, filled with water that’s 
still warm. In fact, it feels just right and it’s not like she cannot warm it up if necessary. 


She knows he’s watching her, there at the very entrance to the room, and if she is going to act 
she has to do it now. She loosens her tied belt. The heavy fabric of her robe opens and falls, 
leaving her with nothing but her skin. 


She can hear his sharp breath. 


Over her shoulder and bathed in the dim light of a single lamp he looks tense, suspended - 
but he looks alive. 


Are you coming, she wants to ask, but her mouth doesn’t seem to work. She looks, half turned 
from him, so that all he can see of her is a part of her back, an outline of her body, and she 
can feel his eyes on her skin. She enters the tub and kneels inside, and it’s enough to have her 
breasts covered halfway. He waits just a beat more, and then he’s coming closer, in three 
measured strides. 


He doesn’t ask this time. She watches her as he undresses, deft movements efficiently 
disposing his clothes. 


She has seen bare men before, she had men before, but none of them were him. He is tall, but 
that she knows. What she doesn’t know, what she hasn’t seen is his skin, his firm chest, his 
lean arms. She doesn’t look away as he lets his pants drop, and she can see all of him. It takes 
more effort to breathe through the beating of her heart and she knows he can see that. (She 
made sure of it after all. It’s not fair, though. She is hidden in the water, and here he is, 
completely exposed to her eyes.) 


In the next moment he joins her. 


She’s being guided by some sheer dumb bravery, but he doesn’t call her on her bluff when 
she takes the sponge and soap, indending to wash him. Because he does need a bath, doesn’t 
he? Aleksander just lets her do what she will, lets her clean him. She’s aware of his gaze, 
how he’s watching everything she does. She knows just how hotly his gaze is burning while 
she’s pretending not to see. He allows her to familiarize herself with his body, wash his arms, 
study his long fingers; to come closer at her own pace, until she’s cradled between his spread 
legs. Her gaze is fixed in the hollow of his throat, her hands pausing in the middle of his 
chest when she is done washing everything that’s not hidden underneath the water. His hand 
stills on hers. 


“Now you let me,” he says. 


He sets the sponge aside and takes the soap from her. She watches as he removes his talon 
ring, proceeding to soap his hands, which he then puts on her. And then he’s gently lathering 
her skin - the base of her neck, the curve of her shoulders, down her breasts and under them, 
his fingers disappearing out of her sight. His hands pause on her ribcage, his thumbs touching 
undersides of her breasts. She gasps. The wetness between her legs is not from water they’re 
sharing. He tugs her close, and it’s a decisive, conscious motion, her face just inches from 
his, her hands softly landing on his chest. 


There’s a connection, a tug of something, awareness that was birthed into existence when he 
pulled up her sleeve in General’s tent. She’s gotten used to it, the presence underlying every 
interaction with him. It comes alive anew now as she’s looking into his eyes, the familiar and 
inviting darkness pulling her in like a shelter. His hand slides up, fingers touching her ribs, 
splaying over her breast. She gives in into the pull of power, his and hers combined, her 
fingers reacquainting themselves with his short, soft beard. He pulls her closer still, but she is 
the one that initiates the kiss and he lets her explore for a bit before he licks her lips apart. 


She has been kissed before, but not like this, desperate and powerful and certain, him coaxing 
moans out of her mouth. It’s like the war room but better; with nothing between them - no 
constricting clothes, no table, no people trying to sneak inside and harm either of them. She 
straddles his legs and he pulls her completely against him, and she can feel the hardness of 
him between her legs. It’s too much, the need that she’s sharply aware of only now when he’s 
finally here. She breaks the kiss and presses her forehead against his. 


“Are you alright?” he asks. His voice is warm and sweet and caring. She nods. He touches 
her face gently, leaving little, feather light kisses along her jaw. “Tell me what you want,” he 
says. 


It was supposed to be the other way around, her catering to his wishes - except, she realizes, 
this is exactly what he wants. His hand slides down and pauses on her hip. She gasps and he 
smiles. “Oh, I see,” he says and then he’s kissing her, slow, sweet, intense kisses, as his hand 
slides between her legs. She moans when his fingers slide against her, holds onto his 
shoulders when he slips one inside. 


“Ah ... Sasha,” she barely manages and he smiles at her. 


“Do you like that, milaya?” She nods again, pulls him close, tries to kiss him as she rides his 
hand. She has done this by herself, but this is different, this is more, this is him making her 
gasp for breath, until it happens and a thousand little suns erupt behind her eyelids. 


She falls then against him, her body shaking in the aftermath of the pleasure. He’s whispering 
things that she can barely register, tilting her chin up and pulling her into another kiss. And 
another and another. Only when her tremors subside she realizes that the water is cooling. 


“That was the nicest bath I had in a long, long while,” he says, and it makes her smile. “But it 
might be good to get out.” 


She nods and he nods in return and then he’s helping her up. She really needs his arm, needs 
to hold onto him because her own bones feel too soft, her legs unsteady. He helps her step 
out, finds a towel, wraps it around her first; then he lets her pat him dry. 


His bed is just over there - and he notices when she looks at it. She thinks he might ask her 
again, something, anything, but instead he just lifts her in his arms and brings her with him. 
He lays her there, in the middle of the bed and then he’s above her - her safe, protective 
shadow. She can fee/ that he wants her, she can feel his need, and with it so much more, the 
irresistible pull of their connection. The way she just fits here, with him. He kisses her, this 
time slowly and sweetly, his tongue in her mouth, until she thinks her body might melt and 
dissolve. 


“Do you trust me, /apushka?” he asks, and she has to smile. In her entire life nobody called 
her that, or any other tender name meant to melt against her skin and warm her up inside, 
nobody treated her with so much sweetness - like she’s something precious. She had several 
lovers but none of them had asked her if she trusted them with her body. She breathes out a 
“ves” into another kiss, smiles against his smile, lets him pull her lower lip between his teeth 
- and then he starts to kiss down her neck and between her breasts and then lower and lower 
still. 


She knows what he’s about to do, but nobody has done it to her before. She pulls herself up 
on her elbows, bites her lip as he spreads her legs, and if there’s any doubt if she looks 
pleasing to him, it’s gone when she sees the way he’s looking at her now. 


She drops back onto bed when he puts his mouth on her, the feeling of it making her moan 
out loud. She has to hold onto something against this blinding tide of pleasure, her fingers 
sliding against the silky sheet, along her own body, over her breasts, until she finally grabs 
his hair. It’s so good, so intense, so breathtaking that she cannot do anything but hold on - and 
let herself go. The pleasure erupts from within, for a second time, and despite that he doesn’t 
move his mouth away, not until she’s calmed down and he has licked her clean. 


She didn’t know that intimacy could be like this. She’s lost in his kisses as he moves up her 
body, settles his hips between hers and reclaims her mouth. And then he slowly enters her. 


He moves slowly, once, twice, gives her time to adjust to him, angles her hip just slightly, and 
she can almost see all the stars again. 


“Does it hurt?” he asks, his voice deep and raspy and she can tell he’s holding back. She 
shakes her head and takes his hand that’s holding her face, presses a kiss on his palm. He 
moves again, and again, more intense, harder, their eyes locked together. Something shifts 
between them again, the bond, that indescribable feeling. She can feel the tug of power, she 
can feel it flowing between them as he’s looking at her, his eyes huge and somehow 
shimmering with wetness. She opens herself to it, inviting him as she spreads her legs wide 
and then hooks them around his waist. He gasps and moans, hands braced on both sides of 
her face, his face falling forward to touch hers. It’s her that tilts his face up this time, because 
she wants to see him, she needs to look into his eyes as he’s moving inside of her. 


“Aleksander,” she says, “Sasha.” He looks at her the way he did in the war room, when he 
told her that he had been waiting for her for a long time as his darkness filled the space 
around them. She can feel it now too, the presence of it, the frightening realness of his power 
that he hasn’t been able to share with anyone. And just as she had touched his arm then, not 
thinking but just acting, she acts now, coaxes him into a kiss, calls for him through the bond 
they share - and she knows he can feel it. 


“Alina, I -” He tries, and seemingly loses the grip over his words as they both moan and the 
room dims, filling with shadows. 


It’s alright, she wants to tell him, but instead she takes his hand and a gentle glow surrounds 
them. You can let go, she thinks. And, you are not alone. 


You are not alone. 


And then she feels it, the free flood of power as he does let himself go; and in the next 
moment his body seems to follow as well. She looks at him, not wanting to miss out any 
moment of it all, the way his brows knit together, the way he moans and falls forward, his 
face in the crook of her neck, his body shuddering above her. 


And then finally, finally, he seems to calm cradled in her arms as the bond between them 
finds its place in them both. 


Moments and moments later he flips them around, pulls her so she’s lying snuggled against 
him, wrapped in his arms, surrounded by silky sheets and soft pillows. She feels at peace and 
she feels that he is at peace too, even if it's tentative and cautious. She’s facing him, her 
blissful smile mirrored in his own. He keeps stroking her hair. 


“T have missed you so,” he says, and despite everything it sounds so open and still a little 
unexpected. 


“Mhmm,” she hums, their bond spread warm around them. She revels in the feeling of not- 
aloneness. “I am glad.” 


His lips quirk up, an amused little smile. 


“You are?” 


“Of course,” she takes his hand and brings it to her lips, places a kiss against his open palm. 
“Because I wasn’t missing you all on my own.” 


It sounds silly but he smiles all the same, and she thinks how rarely she had seen him smile. 
And how precious that sight is. 


“Welcome home, Aleksander,” she says, aware of her own words and the meaning she’s 
offering to him. 


He doesn’t speak, but his eyes do - and she finds she’s learning to read all the different layers 
of dark in them. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


